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Description

Celeste

His kiss is heaven; his touch is fire

His heart is ice; his love inexistent

But can his dominance be my happiness?

Michele

Her stubbornness is joy.

Her fragility is excitement.

Her love? I don’t want it.

But her submission? I want it forever
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Who shall win the Game of Doms?

Catherine Tramell, Amazon best-selling author is giving you a new series, The Game of Doms, a dark, Mafia, BDSM series, which will heat up your lust but make you desire a happy-ending romance.

The Stranger’s Touch is the first book of the series that tells the story of a destined meeting between Celeste Hawkins-Thatcher, a spoiled heiress, and a dominant Mafia prince, Michele Colombo. 

One fateful night that will create an exciting game between a dominant and his reluctant submissive. Will they win against each other? Or lose each other? Find out in this new exciting series from the writer of Her Broken Masters series.

DISCLAIMER: This book is intended for mature audiences of 18 years and above. It contains explicit sexual, BDSM, and some violent scenes intended to satisfy the darker fantasy Catherine’s readers have.


Chapter One

Celeste

I spread my legs wider and raise my hips higher, guiding Chris's dick to a spot I wish he would hit. My fingernails scratch my husband's shoulder, almost peeling his skin. He groans and plunges his less-than-average cock deep and hard against me. Please! A year of marriage, and this asshole hasn't given me an orgasm.

“Fuck!” I yell when Chris pulls out from me. “Damn it, Chris.”

He ignores my comment and flips me onto my back. Before I can object, he raises my butt and guides his cock into my nether hole. I turn to him to stop him. Chris holds my head and pushes my face on the sheets, muffling my objections.

I squeeze the sheets hard as my husband pushes his cock deep into my backdoor. When Chris has settled his cock deep into my ass, he pulls me up and holds my shoulder. Like a horse, he rams in my hole like a faggot fucking a strong man. His groans are louder than when he fucks my pussy. 

Slowly, my body adjusts to the stings of his plunges. Somehow, my body learns to deal with his obsession of taking my ass. I raise my hand; Chris stops. He reaches for a dildo from the drawer and hands it to me.

I close my eyes and imagine another man under me while I roll the dildo along my folds. Chris grabs it from me, disrupting my imagination. “Let me, Celeste," he chuckles and sticks the dildo – which is bigger than his cock – into my pussy and turns on the vibrating option. I hold the end of it and thrust it in and out of me.

A cry leaves my mouth when Chris puts his dick back to my back hole. As he thrusts, I push the dildo according to his rhythm. My body shakes hard as his cock guides the dildo to the spot I hope to reach. I moan from ecstasy; Chris chuckles like it's because of him. Stupid. He rams me from behind while I desperately maneuver the dildo so I can reach my climax.

"More, Chris!" I yell at him. I need the pressure and his heat to give me a real orgasm.

Chris ignores me and just moves his hips at his leisure. Suddenly, he explodes and creams my hole but leaves me a few degrees below my climax. He pulls out of me after unloading all his cum and steps down from the bed, leaving me unsatisfied. I roll on my back and play with myself. Chris looks at me, sighs, and walks to the bathroom.

I fake some loud moans and fool myself into believing I came after a tiny spark tickled my walls. The sound of the shower enters our room. I crawl from the bed and walk to the bathroom. Chris turns off the shower and looks at me.

We’ve been married for over a year now, but this man has yet to satisfy me in anything. So, why did I marry him? To keep my money. My stupid mother refused to give me my trust fund if I would not marry him.

My mother trusted my husband more than me. She wanted to make sure that Dad’s empire, the Aquila Orion International, would be in safer hands after she died. She never told me about her sickness and only imposed that I marry Chris Thatcher or get nothing. I have no interest in her money, but I want to protect my father’s legacy. The greedy old hag placed my father's foundations and businesses under the corporation. I need to keep my shares or the corporation can easily throw away my father's charitable foundations.

So in a way, I'm like Britney Spears without the court-ordered conservatorship. I just can’t withdraw any of my stocks or money without Chris’s approval. 

I didn't hate the idea that much a year ago. Chris Thatcher is a handsome and hot guy. He's tall, muscular, neat – almost OCD-level neat – intelligent, and in a way, funny. Chris has a way with words, too. His gentle mannerisms make him appear sweet and gentle. I had a crush on him and thought falling in love with him would be easy. If that didn't work, at least I'll have good sex. After all, a man of his physique can bring tons in bed. I WAS WRONG.

He has like a thin, pencil-cut dick! I should have insisted that we make love before our wedding, but he tricked me. Size doesn’t matter, I told myself. Maybe he knows how to use it to his advantage. Chris did use it to his advantage. He gets his arousal from my nether hole; I don't get any. 

“Can we do it again?” I force a smile and cling to his shoulder.

Chris carries me in his arms and pins my back to the wall. I smile and kiss him. At least he's good at it. He knows how to use his tongue. I like it when he pushes it deep into my throat and lets me suck it.

"Suck me," he puts me down and pushes me to my knees. I refuse, but he holds the top of my short hair and forces me. Chris thrusts his dick into my mouth to gag my objection. “Be a good puppy, Celeste, and Daddy will give you a gift.”

A puppy? I hate it when Chris thinks of me as a pet. I pull my head, but he holds it still and thrusts his cock into my mouth. A year and all he loves doing are getting a blowjob and taking me from the ass. I hold his hips to force him away. Chris pushes my head against the wall and takes my mouth hard. I used to see his dominance as hotness, but it only disgusts me now. No one loves being ravished through her mouth!

Chris holds my head tighter when he is about to cum. I gather my strength and push him away before he can dump any in my mouth. His cream drops on my chest. He smiles arrogantly and squeezes my cheeks. “You love fucking me that much, Celeste?”

You wish! I almost replied. He slides his hands under my armpit and raises me up. He kisses me, torridly cleaning my mouth. My desire to reach a climax urges me to calm down and try to get his cock back into my pussy. Chris turns me around to face the wall and pulls my hips toward him. When he is about to take my nether hole, I step away and slap him. "Fuck you," I say to him and walk out of the bathroom.

Chris follows me out after a few minutes. He frowns at the wet trails on the floor. He hates it every time I go out of the bathroom with wet feet. I scowl at him while drying myself. Chris drops his towel on the floor to wipe my mess. "When are you going to grow up?"

“When are you going to fuck me like a real man?” I speak out without thinking.

Chris turns pale but chooses to avoid any argument with me. He walks to our walk-in closet and starts packing some of his stuff. I raise my eyebrow at him. He throws his phone with a message from his assistant, Paul Wells, telling him about some urgent matters he needs to do at the office.

“At midnight,” I ask.

"You know that the company is having issues," Chris explains. He closes his bag and walks out like I don't have a voice in this marriage.

I jump on the bed and yell angrily. Stupid! I want to dig up my mother's grave and tell her what she pushed me into. Chris is a good choice to protect the company, but he's never a good choice for me.

My phone rings before I can scream my frustration. An image of my friend, Janice, pops out with some hot men. "I'm having a DP tonight," her message reads. I roll my eyes and drop on the bed. I had a DP, too, with a half-size cock and a vibrating dildo! My frustration grows, and I scream as hard as I can.

While chasing my breath, my eyes land on the phone. I pick it up and look at Janice. She knows about Chris. Her advice is for me to have an affair or revisit my wild side. I can't. My husband can use it against me. 

I take a deep breath. But I want to explode in orgasm tonight! 

I squeeze the phone in my hand. Janice warned me about Paul. She suspects that he's gay, and so is Chris. Her theory is absurd! But every time Paul calls my husband for an emergency, he doesn’t come home for three days. No. But....three days.

“Janice,” I say after calling her number. “Can you get me somebody? The usual, and make sure he’s clean. And definitely can do more than anal.”
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Michele

I walk into a room and find a petite but curvy young woman sitting on the bed. She has a glass of wine in one hand and her phone in the other. I look around to check if I misunderstood something. I'm supposed to meet somebody important in this room about my safety. 

My father has announced his plan to resign as the main head of his Mafia group. But my uncles and cousins discovered that he had been laundering his money through a company. They suspect that he used my company, but they're wrong.

But they believe what they want. Some sources claim that my relatives want to kill me, leaving my father without an heir. They will kill him by making it look like a suicide, caused by his depression for losing his only son. With us dead, my cousins can take over my company and the laundered money.

I refuse to be killed. My company is not from my father’s dirty money. I made this business grow from a 20-million-dollar start-up to a now 480-million-dollar company. It is entirely because of my team's effort. I will not just let some ignorant cousins or assholes take it.

The young woman puts down her phone and scans me. A soft curve appears on her lips when her eyes pass on my bulge. I take a few steps and check the room for anything unexpected. The woman frowns at me. 

“Who are you?” I ask while checking the young blonde’s curves.

A little short and slender, but her cleavage has a good shape. I'm guessing a 34C. Her boobs appear to be natural. Her short blonde hair hugs her ears – reminding me of a petite Demi Moore in the movie Ghost.

The woman unties her robe and presents her beautiful naked self. Her skin looks young and supple. Her nipples are a little big for the size of her boobs, but I won't have a problem sucking them. She has nice trimmed pubes and a lovely pussy – clean enough for me to eat. Did Papa pull a prank on me? 

My cock hardens like a rock while my body goes on fire when the woman spreads her legs. "Beautiful puss-puss," I tell her. She rolls her eyes and takes off the robe. "Who are you?" I ask.

“No names. Just get it done. Two orgasms. At least. And no anal. Understand?” The woman acts like a spoiled brat. She takes a gulp of the wine and spreads her legs wider. "I don't care if you take off your clothes or not. Just get me what I want."

Is she one of the mistresses of my father’s trusted friends? No woman has ordered me around. When they do, I immediately put them across my lap and spank them like little girls. I look at the woman, and she raises an eyebrow at me. I throw the key card on the couch and walk to her while stripping my shirt. This woman is challenging me. She doesn’t know who Michele Colombo is.

The woman gasps when I hold her ankles and drag her closer to me. Her eyes twinkle at my dominance. She licks her lips while tracing my torso with her eyes. I pull the back of her hair and force her to look at me. Absolutely gorgeous. Too bad she’s somebody else’s bitch and only lent to me for one night. I unbuckle my pants and release my cock. She gulps hard at the sight of it. 

“Suck it,” I order her while tugging her hair gently. The woman frowns. Her partner must have forced her to submit to me, and she must hate it. Mafia mistresses still don't get it. Only the wife is important. Mistresses are nothing but disposable bitches. But this woman is too beautiful to be disposed of.

I brush her lips with my thumb and tell her, “You’ll never forget this night.”

I hold my cock and push it close to her mouth. The woman flashes a sexy smile before taking the tip of my cock. I blow a slow breath as her hot mouth envelops half of it. She wets all corners of my shaft with her tongue before gauging the depth she can take. This woman is not new to this. She knows what to do and what she wants. Of course. As a mistress, she has to do well or be dropped.

Finding it awkward to blow me while sitting on the bed, the woman kneels and takes my cock again. She looks at me with a challenging glare. A challenge, aye? I hold her head still and thrust my cock into her mouth. She allows my tongue to slide deep into her throat. Whew. The woman has a very talented mouth. She doesn’t gag even if I push in 7 inches of my 9-inch cock.

I move my cock in and out her mouth, hitting the back of her throat once in a while. Amazingly, the woman takes every thrust without any gagging. I groan as her hot mouth pulls all the heat towards my crotch. She can make me cum in her mouth in no time.

Before I can explode, the woman pulls away and crawls to the top of the bed. Our eyes meet, and my heart stops beating. I want her! My heart declares. I don’t care if she’s a Mafia woman, but I will own her.

“Your turn,” the woman curls her legs and spreads her thighs, offering me her wet pussy.

The young woman's shamelessness makes me laugh a bit. I remove all my clothes and crawl towards her. She looks at me intensely – as if studying my face. When I flash a grin at her, she raises her eyebrow and orders me to start with just a glare.

“Brave girl,” I murmur before pulling her hips up in the air.
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Celeste

Janice has good taste. The man has a natural tan, tall and wide. Chris is already a big guy compared to my petite size, but this man is colossal! I can stand behind him and not be seen. I refuse to look at his face, but his manly aura has a pull stronger than gravity.

At first glance, he’s not that drop-dead handsome. I find his facial features too big. Though his big, almond-shaped brown eyes are attractive, his nose is just too tall and pointy for me. But he has the vibe of a young, dark-haired Al Pacino with neat stubbles. He has the appeal where you won’t like him at first glance, but you’ll love taking more glances.

His bulge is as huge as his size, too. I wonder if his cock can make me scream. My inner walls throb at the thought of it grazing my sensitive tissues. Ah! I’m about to cum just thinking about it! 

I gasp when the stranger pulls my hips up high and smells my pussy. It's something new to me. Chris and a few men who had me always bent down to lick me. This man....he forces me to submit to him. 

I slam my palms on the bed to keep my balance. The man starts eating my pussy while my legs hang on his shoulders. His tongue slides in and around my folds. He squeezes my tits with his strong hands. He is a real multi-tasker!

Years of Pilates paid off! If not, my position can break my back as my hips dance to his intense and ticklish licking of my cunt.  A shameless "Yes!" slips out of my mouth when the man takes my clit and sucks it hard before teasing it with the tip of his tongue. I like him already! I like anyone who does better than Chris at satisfying me.

The man hugs my waist with one hand, leaving me still dangling on his shoulders. I almost flip up when he inserts his fingers in my opening while sucking my clit. Another happy cry sounds from me when he pulls out his finger and puts it on his tongue. Fuck. This man does things better than I wanted.

"Stop," I moan, and he does. I raise my head from the bed and snap, "No! Asshole.”

The man laughs; his hot breath lands on my crotch. I shiver from the cold sensation that spreads from my folds. I arch my hips higher and press my legs tighter onto his shoulders as he brushes, slides, and thrusts his gifted tongue on my pussy.

I cry louder, begging for more. It encourages the man, so he puts his tongue deeper into my pussy. He takes me by his tongue until the heat engulfs me hard. I explode in ecstasy in his face, and he only chuckles while watching me enjoy my orgasm – while hanging upside down on his shoulders.

“No!” I yell when he flips me to my stomach.

"Relax," he whispers while blowing gentle but hot breaths on my spine. My clit throbs as his breath sends tingling sensations to my crotch. “One orgasm down. Second one coming.”

“No,” I utter when the man pulls my hips high. 

He grabs my hair and forces me to face him. The man leans closer and kisses me. I forget about my “no kissing” rule and answer his kisses. The man lets go of my hips to hold my face. We kiss like we are making love. I want to stop him. This should be a strict fucking night. No hint of romance. But I can't stop myself from kissing him. Even in kissing, he is better than Chris. The man is better at pretending that he wants me than Chris. So much better that my heart dances a little to the fantasy of love. 

The man gently rolls me to my back and slides next to me. One hand holds my head; his free hand wanders all over my curves. His big hand easily covered every part of me. I wonder if I can take him all the way.

I have some prejudices against men with beards and hairy chests. They give me the arrogant vibe. Arrogant people don't jive well with me because I'm arrogant, too. But this man, his stubble rubs against my chin as we kiss. Tickling me. Intriguing me. My hands enjoy scratching his hairy chest.

He’s a well-built man. A little older than me, too, I supposed. With his size, which is more than twice of mine, I look like a tiny little girl under a giant. 

I hiss when his fingers find their way to my folds. I pull away and stare at him while biting my lips. The man smiles at me like he is attracted to me – a gaze Chris never gave me. My body waves when he thrusts his healthy fingers in and out of me. Damn it! Even his finger is better than Chris’s cock.

The man and I look at each other while he satisfies me with his finger. He smiles when I moan in his face. “Who are you?” he asked.

“No names,” I say under a moan. “Just do more of this.” My eyes roll in pleasure.

The man bends lower and catches my tits with his mouth. Oh, shit! Everything he does satisfies me. Who is he? I want to break my own rule, but I stop myself. This has to become a one-time deal. 

It’s my philosophy that having sex with a man other than my husband is not cheating if I do it only once. It's merely an “intermission.” 

But if I have sex with him more than once, that would be an affair. I don't want to have one. It's bad for my reputation and for my financial status. Chris can take away all that is mine if he divorces me under the grounds of adultery.

I trace the man’s lips before kissing him. “Take me,” I order him while hissing into his ear. The man looks at me like he's imprinting my face into his memory before kissing me again. Our lips remain locked with each other as he rolls on top of me. “Condom.”

“I don’t have any,” the man answers.

I push him away, but he is too heavy. "No. Condoms are a must."

“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you if anything happens,” the man tells me. “I can also withdraw.”

I shake my head, but before I can object, the man guides his cock into my pussy. My objections flow out of my head as his girth stretches my walls. I lost my virginity at eighteen, but this man makes me feel like a virgin because of his size. The whole Madonna song plays in my head – like I have my own soundtrack playing while we have sex. I hold on to his shoulder, squeezing his skin until he has all his length inside me.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

His gentle question makes my heart flutter. Or maybe it’s a vibration from my throbbing walls around the man’s cock. The man smiles and kisses me. My heart jumps like it’s on a trampoline as our tongues fence against each other. It feels like making love. A fantasy I haven’t had for a while. 

I only made love to one man – William Heinz, my high school sweetheart. I gave him my virginity. But he enlisted in the Marines instead of going to college. Long-distance relationships weren't my thing. Worse, my father also died the summer William left. With no one to guide me, I returned to my wild child life. William got fed up and broke up with me. I was too proud to beg him to take me back. Hence, everything ended between us.

“You!” I scream when the man pinches my nipple, stopping me from thinking about my first love. 

My heart turns into flames when he glares at me. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but I like how he dominates me. 

The man thrusts in and out of me in slow but long strokes, making me feel everything about his size. I almost cum in an instant, but I calm myself by releasing shaky breaths. He pauses when I tense and relaxes me with intense kisses. I wrap my legs around his hips tightly. His powerful moves almost throw me to the top of the bed.

It's something new for me, but I love it. I don't know how to deal with the stranger's strength and the pleasure I feel. I love the pain his thrusts give me. My walls quake with his every plunge. He brushes his skin against mine every time he pushes forward. The man’s breathing becomes heavy and deep. I can feel his urge to cum. No! I’m not protected.

Chris wants to have a child soon, so I stopped taking pills. But that asshole doesn’t cum in my pussy but my back hole! “Don’t cum inside me,” I warn the man.

He doesn't answer but reaches for the headboard. Using the board as a support, he pushes his cock deep into me as if doing intense push-ups against the board. The stranger thrusts in me as if he’s trying to put his cock up to my stomach. My toes curl as he hits every corner that makes me crazy. I'm left under the darkness of his wide chest, crying, hissing, smelling his sweat, and begging him for more.

I let go of my fear that he’ll cum inside me and enjoy the heat and passion he shares with me. The growls he makes while pushing deep inside me make me want to cum but want to hold it in a little longer. But I can’t. He intensely shakes the ball of fire inside me. “I want to cum,” I declare.

“Let’s cum together,” he orders. I shake my head; he ignores me and intensifies his every move. I end up moaning loudly under him.

“Hell,” I release the fire inside me and explode into pieces of beautiful ecstasy.

The man blows a sigh and continues to pound me. With a loud growl, he pulls out from me and releases his cum on the bed. He looks at me, heavily breathing and with a satisfied smile. He massages my breasts and kisses me. "Your name," he demands again.

I forgot my name because of my lightheadedness. I don't care what my name is, but I'm somebody floating in a sweet dream. The last thing I remember is the smile on the man's face and the pumping adrenalin from my orgasm.


Chapter Two

Celeste

I'm too sleepy to open my eyes and let the man brush his palm on my legs. I keep my eyes closed to get a few more winks before letting him take me once more. He is the first man who made me pass out from an orgasm. I still float from the joy of having a real one after a long time.

My forehead wrinkles when his soft kisses on my legs feel different. The kisses don’t thrill me as much as they did a few minutes ago. I roll to my back with my eyes half open and allow him access to more of my skin. He raises my legs and positions between my legs to taste my pussy again.

Before he can kiss it, I open my eyes and find a different man!

I panic and kick the man off the bed. I grab the lamp beside the bed and aim it at the new guy. “Who the hell are you?”

“I’m the man Ms. Janice sent,” the other man says.

“Fuck. I didn’t order a threesome. I don’t want any threesome!” I look around to find the first man. “Where is the other guy?”

The new man becomes puzzled. “What other guy? I told Miss Janice that I will be an hour late.”

I keep aiming the lamp at the man. He smiles while looking at my naked body. I quickly cover myself with the sheets and take my phone. “You better come to my room,” I order after she answers my call.

The guy steps back and explains that he's the only one Janice hired to be my gigolo. He begs that I should not tell Janice as he might be fired from the gig. He claims that his car broke down, so he came late. I refuse to believe him. Then who’s the first guy?

“Open the door,” I order the man when Janice knocks.

“What’s going on, Celeste?” Janice looks at the man. She recognizes him. “Peter is the best I know. Even if he’s a bisexual.”

“Then who’s the first guy?” I keep asking.

Janice confirms that she sent no other guy other than Peter. I become more puzzled. Was I dreaming? Was that man a dream? No. He’s the best fuck I ever had. He can’t be a dream! But how did he get into the room if he wasn’t the man Janice hired?

“Are you saying someone came in before Peter?” Janice asks. “How did it happen?”

"You're asking me?" I slap my forehead after remembering how I let that stranger take me without a condom. I glare at Janice and tell her. "You better find out what happened and who that man is, Janice, or I'll kill you. Both of you!”

I walk around the room with thoughts running in my head. Part of me worries about health issues. No matter how great that man was, I don’t know if he was clean. Stupid! I didn’t insist that he’d use a condom! Another part of me, however, hates that I might never meet him again. How will I find him? 

Love? Attraction?

It’s none of those. 

It’s just him and the way he fucks. 

I have a rule not to have sex with a man more than once, but if it's him, I won't care about being his regular patron. Shameless? Yes. But I don’t care. Strange heat envelops me and stirs my libido. I want to be held by that man again.

“Find out who that man is, Janice.”

#
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Michele

Was she really a trap?

I want to stay with that woman and make love to her the whole night. But my assistant, Julio Ricci, informed me of an imminent threat to my life. I want to eliminate the woman at that instant. She's too small for me. I could have easily broken her neck. But I controlled my emotions. I refuse to believe that she was an assassin. So, I left before my mind could change. 

A Mafia woman can be bold and brave. And that's what that woman was. I laugh when I remember how she passed out on me. An assassin? She can’t even handle my touch and cock. How can she kill me? That woman is nothing but a poor sex-deprived being. I'd love to satisfy her again.

“Here are the pictures of the women connected to your father’s group,” my assistant tells me.

Excitement puts a smile on my face. If I find that woman, I will tie her on a bench and punish her so hard that she’ll cry for more. I’ll make a slave out of her. My cock pulses hard while imagining her ass and pussy in front of me, glistening and ready for spanking. I saw how her eyes lit up when I dominated her. She'd make a good sub and slave. It was obvious; that woman loved my cock.

My assistant gives me a puzzled look when I laugh a bit. But the excitement dies when none of the pictures show the woman. Her beauty is something I cannot forget. And she’s not any of the Mafia women. Just thinking about that woman makes me want to bring her into my dungeon and plunge my cock in her harder than I did that night. The frustration makes me want to punish her more.

“None of them is her,” I say with frustration. “Are you sure they will use the woman to kill me?”

“They know your weakness,” Julio laughs.

I take a deep breath and throw the pictures away. The people after my father’s ill-gotten wealth are becoming desperate. But they don’t know him. He is steps ahead of them. He has already laundered half of his money with another company. My father knows that he can't jeopardize my reputation or his plan will fail.

“About your father’s money, we had set a meeting with Chris Thatcher,” Julio explains. “That guy is trying to hold on to the money. He even threatened to expose your father.”

“Who is this Chris Thatcher?”

Of course, I know him. But only by his name. He’s the guy who fooled Margaret Hawkins into letting her daughter marry him. I already feel sorry for his wife. Chris will bring her down with him. It’ll be sad watching a spoiled brat become Cinderella.

Julio answers with a nod. Growing in a Mafia family, my father instilled the value of loyalty in me. I can't stand traitors or cheaters; I destroy them immediately – whoever they are. Chris Thatcher can be one of them.

Chris tricked my father into investing his money through his company. My mistake. His wife’s company. Chris is merely the unofficial conservator of his wife’s estate. He only got lucky for having a dumb wife and mother-in-law. My father invested with the condition that he’ll merge the company with mine. It’s a legal way to transfer the laundered money into my company. But Chris became ambitious.

I suspect that he wants to have the founding control in their company through my father's account. Though he is a voting proxy for his wife, he still has no absolute control over the company. My father's money gives him power. Too bad for him. I’m as obsessed with control as him.

“How about his wife?” Julio asks.

“I don’t care. It’s her bad luck she’s married to him.”

“When do you want her company?” Julio asks.

I pause. I can’t deal with a forced merger at the moment. My relatives are out to destroy me. I still have to deal with them. And there’s also that woman. I need to find her and punish her if I have to.

“Find the woman first,” I told Julio.

“But this is all the mistresses of your uncles and cousins,” Julio answers.

I give him a sharp look and repeat, “Find the woman first.”
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Celeste

“So, did you find him?” I ask Janice.

Chris looks at me, but I ignore him. He hates it when I talk on the phone during mealtime. I never cared; this isn't the military. I stand from the table and walk to the patio. It has been three days since I met that stranger. My gynecologist cleared me of any threats of disease. That guy is clean. With that confirmed, I’m becoming obsessed with him. I can still feel his touch. I want to feel his touch.

“I’m sorry,” Janice answers. “Just let it go, okay? You had a good night. That’s what’s important.”

But I want more of that good night. Janice inquired at the hotel how that stranger got a key to my room. The hotel sin club only uses aliases for some VIPs like Janice. So, she only gave the alias, a password, and a distinct mark of identity. 

A scar under his ear. 

The stranger has one under his left ear, covered by a tattoo. The gigolo has one under the right ear. The new front desk officer forgot their standard procedure to ask for the password after seeing the scar. She just gave him the key. 

When Peter came and complied with the requirements, the new desk officer thought that I was having a wild night. So, she gave a key to him, too. In her defense, who would think that two people with similar scars will come that night? Janice thinks I’m angry, but I’m not. If not for the mistake, I wouldn’t have had a great night.

“I can book Peter for you,” Janice offers. “I swear, Celeste. That guy is good.”

Not as good as that stranger. I look back at the dining table and find Chris glaring at me. My frustration over his sexual techniques increases my craving for that stranger. My nipples turn taut, and I wish for the stranger’s lips around them. My pussy turns wet, begging for his cock or even just his fingers.

“Aren’t you done?” Chris asks with a frown.

He returns to eating his dinner. I blow a sigh and walk back to the table. Chris frowns when I push his plate from him and force myself onto his lap. Chris pushes me, but I put my weight on him. I need him to erase my desires for that stranger. I don't want to jeopardize my father's foundations and money. If Chris can't satisfy my hunger, I may end up buying that man for myself.

“I’m tired, Celeste,” Chris declares.

“You don’t have to do anything,” I say while unbuckling his pants. My desperation for the man’s touch becomes overwhelming. “I’ll do everything.”

Shit! His cock is dead! I hold the cock and stroke it with my hands. Chris pretends to smile. I open the buttons of my shirt and present my rack to him. He snorts and licks the space between my boobs. I start fooling myself that Chris's touch is as hot as that man, but he's not even trying. I rub his cock to make it erect, but despite my effort, it still remains half-hard.

“I told you, I’m tired,” Chris reminds me. I refuse to give up and slide the crotch cover of my panties to the side. He chuckles after feeling my wetness, but his cock doesn’t react.  “Ass,” he tells me.

“No. Why do you ....?”

Before I can say anything, Chris forces me to stand, turns me around, bends me on the table and spanks my butt. I struggle to escape him, but he pushes my head on his plate. Chris laughs when the tip of my nose touches the mashed potato.

I slam my hands on the table and use it to push Chris away. He fights me and pins me back to the table.

“You wanted to be fucked, didn’t you?” Chris whispers in my ear before licking my ears.

I bite my lips when the asshole pushes his cock into my nether hole again. He releases a shaky breath when half of his dead cock is inside me. I cry when he slaps my butt and pushes deeper. I curse him louder as he takes me. Chris reaches for my folds and pleasures me with his fingers. It's not much, but it is enough for me to imagine the stranger's good fingers. Shit. I want to moan his name, but I don’t have any name.

Before I can get closer to an orgasm, Chris cums and drops on my back. “You need to move better, Celeste,” he whispers before pulling out of me.

“Me?” I scoff. “Look into the mirror, asshole.”

I walk out of the dining room while enduring the pain in my butthole. Chris laughs off my retort and pours another glass of wine. I hear his phone ring. Chris's face glows as he answers it. He laughs like a man in love. I'm not jealous; I am, in a way. But not because I love him. But because he gets to do what he wants with another woman while I have to be discreet. And what do I get from him? I roll my eyes while answering my question with anal.
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Chapter Three

Michele

“He still has no idea about the freezing of their assets,” Julio reports.

I open the documents and smile. Chris Thatcher thinks he's being wise, but he only causes more trouble to himself. I take a deep breath while thinking about his wife. The poor woman stands to lose everything. Julio tells me that she was embarrassed at a restaurant when the establishment rejected her cards.

A document about a charity foundation stops me. I look at Julio, and he explains that Thatcher’s father-in-law was involved in many charities, which were placed under the corporation after his death. These are good charities. I look at Julio.

“It was also frozen,” Julio tells me before I can ask him.

"Do something about them. They are too good to waste," I put in my signature and close the iPad without finishing his other reports. But before the screen turns black, a picture of a woman appears. I quickly open the pad again to see. It’s her! “Who is this?”

“That’s Celeste Thatcher, Chris’s wife.”

“Chris’s wife?” My eyebrows curve. “No. This is the woman I talked to you about.”

“The assassin?”

“No.” She can’t be. Why would Chris Thatcher’s wife be in my room? Why would she offer herself to me? Did she know who I was? “I want you to find out everything about her and why she was at that sin hotel that night."

I keep the screen open and stare at the image. It really is her. Celeste Hawkins Thatcher. Does the couple have plans against me? I look at Celeste's eyes. Even if it's only an image, her eyes still pierce through me. I can't see her curves from the picture, but her face alone is enough to arouse me.

"Don't tell me you're attracted to her?" Julio asks, to which I reply with a nod. He raises an eyebrow and says, "Love?"

I laugh at his question. I look at the picture and tell him, “Pussy." Celeste was one deprived young woman when it came to that.

Julio smiles and flips the page. My mouth drops upon seeing the next image. I look at Julio, and he confirms with a nod. I return to Celeste's picture. Poor woman. No wonder she’s deprived. I bet she hasn’t forgotten that night. She must want to become mine. I trace my lips with my tongue while looking at her lips. I will make her my new toy.

"Convince Thatcher to transfer my Papa's money and these charities to the company. "

Julio looks at me. “And the wife?”

“If she doesn’t find out about Chris, I’ll make sure that I’ll tell her myself.”

#
[image: ]


Celeste

"Sit down," I tell Paul's assistant when she tries to stop me.

The stout woman returns to her table and watches me walk into Chris's office. She looks nervous, but I ignore it. I've been calling Paul and Chris for the past hour, but they didn't answer my call. I want them to pay for my embarrassment. Chris cut off my card again!

He did it once after my mother's death to show me his control over me. I had to threaten him about getting my own lawyer if he wouldn't restore it. But Chris found out my weakness over my father's foundations. 

My father was a good man. He believed that his wealth should be shared. My mother believed otherwise. Dad showed me the good things about reaching out to others with my heart. Mom showed me how to reach for a Chanel or a Vuitton. When he died, I was too young to oversee the foundation. My mother wanted to dissolve it, but I fought against it. My father’s charity foundations are his legacies and my connection to him. 

I promised to one day manage it. But I got distracted with youth. When I was mature enough, Mom had already absorbed them into our corporation for better management. Believing that it would be in better hands, I agreed with it. 

Chris discovered this as my weakness and always used it to threaten me. I can only act like a spoiled brat in front of him because he lets me. Or Chris simply doesn't care. But in truth, Chris can put me in place if he wants to.

I walk in and find the room empty. I haven’t been into Chris’s office since he was named as the president and CEO. He had renovated my mother's office to his liking. The office has gotten smaller, and I wonder why.

I hear faint sounds of two men talking. No. More like groaning. But Chris and Paul aren't in the room. I walk to Chris's desk and check his laptop. My mouth drops in shock when I see a video of two men having sex. They're both sucking their dicks in a 69 position. I laugh a little. Why the hell is Chris watching gay porn? I stop the video as I cannot stand the next scene. I have nothing against gay people, but I can't stand watching two men sucking each other's cocks.

My and Chris’s wedding picture is at a far corner of his desk. I roll my eyes. Do we even have a marriage? But being married to me gives him more authority over the company. He must want to remind people about that.

I walk around to check the bathroom but stop when I hear two men grunting. I walk back to the desk, but the video is on pause. Though a little scared, I walk closer to the bathroom and discover a secret door next to it. I twist the knob to check.

The grunts grow louder when I open the door to a small resting place. I gasp loudly after seeing Chris taking Paul in the ass. The latter moans like he enjoys having a cock in his ass. My body turns into a statue as shock and disgust take over me.

Chris is nothing to me, and I don't care that he's gay. But all those anal takings he did to me gross me out. No wonder Chris loves doing it! He imagined I was Paul every time he took me. Anger breaks me from being a statue. I throw my purse at Chris; he turns pale upon seeing me.

“Asshole!” I yell at him.

He pushes Paul like he’s nothing and looks at me with his filthy cock hanging between his legs. Paul panics when he sees me. Chris looks at him before telling me, “What now, Celeste?”

What a prick! An asshole! And every curse word there is!

Chris takes a towel and wipes his cock. He throws the towel on my face. “What now, Celeste?” he repeats and laughs hard.

I clench my hands into fists. Unable to control my anger, I rush and punch Chris in the face. When I am about to strike him again, he holds my hand and pushes me to the filthy bed. He grabs the back of my hair and twists it. I end up crying in pain.

“Don’t tell me you love me?” Chris asks. “We know why we’re in this marriage.”

“Let go of me,” I scream.

Chris lifts my skirt and exposes my panties. “I’m not what you think, Celeste. I enjoy fucking women, too.”

I struggle to free myself from him. I won’t let him stick his filthy cock in me ever. Chris raises my head and directs it to Paul. “How about a threesome?”

My eyes widen. I have a liberated view about sex, but I will not be forced into a threesome. I gather all my strength and throw a back kick at Chris, hitting him in his crotch. Before he can touch me again, I throw another punch, knocking him on the floor.

“I want a ....” I can’t say it. If I divorce him, he can sue me for all my assets.

Chris laughs hard at my pause. He looks like a naked demon in front of me. I growl angrily and walk out of his office, crying. Not because my heart is broken. But because I couldn’t break away from him. I want to pull my mother out of her grave and let her see what she has done to me. How her distrust in me had put me in this mess! I want to get out of this mess!
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“Screw him,” Janice tells me. 

I almost scream in the middle of the restaurant when the server returns my card. Stupid Chris continues to cut me. Janice suggests getting a lawyer to defend me. But I don't have proof yet. The only way I can win the case and keep my assets is by proving that Chris is at fault.

Janice pays for our food again. I feel so embarrassed taking alms from my friends. If I divorce Chris and he takes more, I'd be living a different life. We are not billionaires, but I'm living as if I'll never run out of money. I have never worried about my expenses before. I don't plan to start.

“Celeste, stop holding on to your money,” Janice says. “You’re twenty-seven, still in good shape, and without a child. You can still start a new life. So, what if you don’t get to live a very extravagant one? At least you can be happy.”

Be happy? I have never been happy since I broke up with William. Hot wind surrounds me, reminding me of the stranger and his touch. I softly smile. It wasn’t total bliss, but that guy made me happy that night – in a sexual way. William is my best romance to date, but that stranger is my best sex. 

“You’re thinking about him, huh?” Janice cut me.

“The man from the hotel?” I reply.

“No. William,” Janice gives me a teasing look. “I thought you said that guy doesn’t matter anymore.”

"I was thinking of .... William?" My heart stops when my first boyfriend steps out of an old truck. The same truck his father drove when we were dating.

William is not wealthy – the very reason my mom despised him. He was the son of a stripper and a mechanic; I’m the daughter of a multi-millionaire couple. In my mother’s dramatic words: he’s dirt; I’m a diamond. 

I met William after Janice and I took a trip to a public school to watch a football game. Well, to look for handsome boys, too. Rich guys in our school aren't my type. They're too chauvinist or too geeky. William is an in-between. As a jock, he had some arrogance. But William had a geeky side, too. Before we broke up, I heard that he got a military scholarship to study at Stanford. I haven't heard from him since.

William stops after looking my way. It's been what? Seven years? And he still looks damn fine. My lips twitch to a slight frown upon noticing that his features are the same as Chris's. They both have beach blond hair, a military posture, light blue eyes, and thick lips. I scoff after suspecting that he may be gay, too. Thanks to Chris and Paul, I doubt every blond man to be gay.

“OMG, is that him?” Janice asks. I scowl at her when she scans William from head to toe. “He looks amazing. Can I do him?”

“No!” I object immediately. Janice laughs. “Girl code,” I remind her.

I raise my hand at William, and he crosses the street with an excited smile. Janice is right; William looks hot and sexy. Janice teases me by tapping her glass with her spoon while humming the song "First Love Never Dies."

“Forget Chris and have sex with that guy,” Janice suggests. She stands and adds, “You were happy with him before.”

Janice encourages me with a comforting smile. I look at William while he walks towards me. Our first meeting was almost the same as this. It was not love at first sight, but I couldn't deny that he was drop-dead gorgeous. 

“Celeste,” I smile upon hearing William’s voice again.

It has been a long time, and perhaps hearing a past lover's voice gives me comfort at the moment. I secretly scan William and notice a scar on his hand. 

Strangely, I remember the one below the stranger's ears. I wonder where and how he got it. Did someone hurt him? I lick my lips as a vivid memory of his sexy jaw crosses my mind. How he clenched it while thrusting all his length inside me. How his veins in the neck protrude as he growls while intensely ramming me. Celeste! I'm in front of my first love, and I'm thinking of that stranger.

“I didn’t know you’re back in Atlanta,” I say while trying to get the stranger out of my head.

“I resigned from the military,” William tells me. “And took over Dad’s shop. So, I’m staying for good.”

Silence follows his statement. I don't know what to say to him. I can't say that my heart is dancing, but there's this vibrating sound. It's confusing if I'm happy to see him as an old boyfriend or a handsome acquaintance. But I can't assume anything. I was indifferent towards that stranger when I first saw him. Yet, oh boy! He's totally different. Stop! A voice screams inside me.  

“Nice seeing you again, Celeste,” William awkwardly smiles. 

I'm not being conceited, but his attraction to me is obvious. He still looks at me the same way as when we're still together. That is enough to make a woman’s heart dance, but it doesn't make mine. I remember him as my first love, but my heart doesn't remember those feelings anymore. 

Instead, I remember the way that stranger looked at me. He didn't look at me as someone he loved but someone he owned. My throat dries as his dominance returns to me. My thighs throb at the thought of him touching me. My nipples itch as the memory of how he made me crazy becomes vivid in my mind. 

Stop!

I just found out that my husband is gay. I just saw my first boyfriend – my first love. But that stranger still lustfully appears in my head. That stranger is nothing to me, but he enters my head when I'm angry at Chris and fills me with lust at the thought of love. 

“Are you okay, Celeste?” William asks when I suddenly heave a sigh.

Janice appears behind William. “Fuck him,” she mouths from afar.

I ignore her and reply to William with a smile. Maybe the reason I keep thinking about that stranger is that he was a man Chris wasn't. And, I sure do need a man right now. A straight one.

He looks at me curiously when my mind drifts again. It’s William! He's someone I never felt any lust with. William is one of the few men I can trust despite not seeing him for so long. Maybe there's still a little love left for us? Perhaps he's my salvation from Chris and the end of my madness over that stranger.

Then and now, William always kills the wild side in me and puts me back to my senses. My giggle puzzled William more. “I need a friend right now. Are you available?”

William flashes a big smile and sits across from me. It's not romantic, but it feels nice. 
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Michele

I walk into the conference room and find Chris Thatcher at the other end of the table. His assistant, Paul Wells, stands next to him. I hide my chuckle in a cough. I'm not against same-sex relationships or the third sex, but I hate people who pretend they aren't gay. The greatest betrayal is denying who you are. 

Julio's laugh breaks the silence in the room after noticing Chris looking at my bulge. I pull out my hands from my pockets and sit across from Chris.

“Mr. Thatcher, how can I help?”

Chris frowns and orders his lover to give me some documents. I act innocent at the reports about his money laundering activities. “You have to help me, Mr. Colombo. It’s your father’s money.”

"Now it's his money?" I ask in a satirical tone.

Chris stands and slams his fist on the table. “I’m not going to jail because
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